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And gave two strong narcotics Mrth9
Didactic verse and poppies.

Years after, when a poet asked

The Goddess's opinion,
As one whose soul its wings had tasked

In Art's clear-aired dominion,
Discriminate," she said, " betimes;

The Muse is unforgiving ;
Put all your beauty In your rhymes,

Your morals in your living."

THE FLYING DUTCHMAN

DON'T believe in the Flying Dutchman ?

I 've known the fellow for years;
My button I Ve wrenched from his clutch, man:

I shudder whenever he nears!

He's a Eip van Winkle skipper,

A "Wandering Jew of the sea,
Who sails his bedevilled old clipper

In the wind's eye, straight as a bee.

Back topsails! you can't escape him;

The man-ropes stretch with his weight,
And the queerest old toggeries drape him,

The Lord knows how long out of date I

Like a tong-disembodied idea,
(A kind of ghost plentiful now,)